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SECTION A: Late Renaissance Poetry 
 
Answer EITHER question 1 OR question 2 
 
QUESTION 1: 
 
Write a detailed analysis of William Shakespeare’s “Sonnet 138”, showing how its form and 
structure work alongside its imagery to undermine conventional 16th century views on infidelity.   
 
Sonnet 138  
 
When my love swears that she is made of truth 
I do believe her though I know she lies, 
That she might think me some untutored youth 
Unlearnèd in the world’s false subtleties. 
Thus vainly thinking that she thinks me young,  5 
Although she knows my days are past the best, 
Simply I credit her false-speaking tongue; 
On both sides thus is simply truth suppressed. 
But wherefore says she not she is unjust,°   disloyal  
And wherefore say not I that I am old?   10 
O, love’s best habit is in seeming trust, 
And age in love loves not to have years told.°   counted   
 Therefore I lie with her, and she with me, 
 And in our faults by lies we flattered° be.           deluded/encouraged  
 
           (100) 
 
 
OR  
 
 
 
QUESTION 2: 
 
Write a detailed analysis of George Herbert’s “The Collar”, showing how the poem’s form and 
structure work alongside its imagery to express a ‘turning away’ from conventional 16th century 
views on religion. 
 
 
 
ENG3A11 ENG3AA3 June Examination 2016 
 3 
The Collar1 
 
    I struck the board˚ and cried, “No more;    table 
    I will abroad! 
    What? shall I ever sigh and pine? 
My lines and life are free, free as the road,  
    Loose as the wind, as large as store.˚   5  abundance  
    Shall I be still in suit?2 
    Have I no harvest but a thorn 
    To let me blood, and not restore 
What I have lost with cordial˚ fruit?     life-giving  
     Sure there was wine    10 
    Before my sighs did dry it; there was corn 
         Before my tears did drown it. 
    Is the year only lost to me? 
          Have I no bays3 to crown it,  
No flowers, no garlands gay? All blasted?  15 
                   All wasted? 
    Not so, my heart; but there is fruit, 
                And thou hast hands. 
    Recover all thy sigh-blown age 
On double pleasures: leave thy cold dispute  20 
Of what is fit and not. Forsake thy cage, 
                Thy rope of sands,4 
Which petty thoughts have made, and made to thee 
    Good cable, to enforce and draw, 
     And be thy law,     25 
    While thou didst wink˚ and wouldst not see.     shut your eyes  
     Away! Take heed; 
     I will abroad. 
Call in thy death’s-head5 there; tie up thy fears. 
     He that forbears     30 
 To suit and serve his need, 
     Deserves his load.” 
But as I raved and grew more fierce and wild 
     At every word, 
Methought I heard one calling, Child!    35 
     And I replied, My Lord.  
           (100) 
            
 
 
 
                                            
1 A band of metal found around a prisoner’s neck; also, something worn about the neck as a badge of servitude, as a priest 
wears a collar to show his service to God, Also, perhaps, a pun on choler, anger. 
2 I.e., in attendance upon someone for a favour. 
3A laurel garland symbolizing poetic fame. 
4 I.e., the restrictions on behaviour, which the “petty thoughts” have made into “good” (or strong) cable. 
5 A memento mori, or representation of a human skull intended to serve as a reminder that all humans must die. 
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SECTION B: Philip Larkin 
 
Answer EITHER question 3 OR question 4 
 
QUESTION 3: 
 
Write a detailed analysis of the following poem, paying careful attention to its structure and 
various poetic devices. You may refer to aspects of the poet’s life and context, but only if these 
bear directly on your analysis of the poem itself. 
 
Church Going 
 
Once I am sure there’s nothing going on 
I step inside, letting the door thud shut. 
Another church: matting, seats, and stone, 
And little books; sprawlings of flowers, cut 
For Sunday, brownish now; some brass and stuff  5 
Up at the holy end; the small neat organ; 
And a tense, musty, unignorable silence, 
Brewed God knows how long. Hatless, I take off 
My cycle-clips in awkward reverence 
 
Move forward, run my hand around the font.    10 
From where I stand, the roof looks almost new –  
Cleaned, or restored? Someone would know: I don’t. 
Mounting the lectern, I peruse a few 
Hectoring large-scale verses, and pronounce 
“Here endeth” much more loudly than I’d meant.  15 
The echoes snigger briefly. Back at the door 
I sign the book, donate an Irish sixpence, 
Reflect the place was not worth stopping for. 
 
Yet stop I did: in fact I often do, 
And always end much at a loss like this,    20 
Wondering what to look for; wondering, too, 
When churches fall completely out of use 
What we shall turn them into, if we shall keep 
A few cathedrals chronically on show, 
Their parchment, plate and pyx in locked cases,  25 
And let the rest rent-free to rain and sheep. 
Shall we avoid them as unlucky places? 
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Or, after dark, will dubious women come 
To make their children touch a particular stone; 
Pick simples for a cancer; or on some    30 
Advised night see walking a dead one? 
Power of some sort or other will go on 
In games, in riddles, seemingly at random; 
But superstition, like belief, must die, 
And what remains when disbelief has gone?   35 
Grass, weedy pavement, brambles, buttress, sky, 
 
A shape less recognizable each week, 
A purpose more obscure. I wonder who 
Will be the last, the very last, to seek 
This place for what it was; one of the crew   40 
That tap and jot and know what rood-lofts were? 
Some ruin-bibber, randy for antique, 
Or Christmas-addict, counting on a whiff 
Of gown-and-bands and organ-pipes and myrrh? 
Or will he be my representative,     45 
 
Bored, uninformed, knowing the ghostly silt 
Dispersed, yet tending to this cross of ground 
Through suburb scrub because it held unspilt 
So long and equably what since is found 
Only in separation – marriage, and birth,    50 
And death, and thoughts of these – for which was built 
This special shell? For, though I’ve no idea 
What this accoutred frowsty barn is worth, 
It pleases me to stand in silence here; 
 
A serious house on serious earth it is,    55 
In whose blent air all our compulsions meet, 
Are recognized, and robed as destinies. 
And that much never can be obsolete, 
Since someone will forever be surprising 
A hunger in himself to be more serious,    60 
And gravitating with it to this ground, 
Which, he once heard, was proper to grow wise in, 
If only that so many dead lie round. 
            (100) 
OR 
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QUESTION 4: 
 
Write a detailed analysis of the following poem, paying careful attention to its structure and 
various poetic devices. You may refer to aspects of the poet’s life and context, but only if these 
bear directly on your analysis of the poem itself. 
 
Next, Please 
 
Always too eager for the future, we 
Pick up bad habits of expectancy. 
Something is always approaching; every day 
Till then we say, 
 
Watching from a bluff the tiny, clear,    5 
Sparkling armada of promises draw near. 
How slow they are! And how much time they waste, 
Refusing to make haste! 
 
Yet still they leave us holding wretched stalks 
Of disappointment, for, though nothing balks   10 
Each big approach, leaning with brasswork prinked, 
Each rope distinct, 
 
Flagged, and the figurehead with golden tits 
Arching our way, it never anchors; it's 
No sooner present than it turns to past.    15 
Right to the last 
 
We think each one will heave to and unload 
All good into our lives, all we are owed 
For waiting so devoutly and so long. 
But we are wrong:       20 
 
Only one ship is seeking us, a black- 
Sailed unfamiliar, towing at her back 
A huge and birdless silence. In her wake 
No waters breed or break. 
           (100) 
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SECTION C – Ted Hughes (1930–1999) 
 
Answer EITHER question 5 OR question 6 
 
QUESTION 5: 
 
Write a detailed analysis of the following poem, paying careful attention to its structure and 
various poetic devices. You may refer to aspects of the poet’s life and context, but only if these 
bear directly on your analysis of the poem itself. 
 
The Thought-Fox 
 
I imagine this midnight moment's forest: 
Something else is alive 
Beside the clock's loneliness 
And this blank page where my fingers move. 
 
Through the window I see no star:   5 
Something more near 
Though deeper within darkness 
Is entering the loneliness: 
 
Cold, delicately as the dark snow, 
A fox's nose touches twig, leaf;    10 
Two eyes serve a movement, that now 
And again now, and now, and now 
 
Sets neat prints into the snow 
Between trees, and warily a lame 
Shadow lags by stump and in hollow   15 
Of a body that is bold to come 
 
Across clearings, an eye, 
A widening deepening greenness, 
Brilliantly, concentratedly, 
Coming about its own business    20 
 
Till, with a sudden sharp hot stink of fox, 
It enters the dark hole of the head. 
The window is starless still; the clock ticks, 
The page is printed.           (100) 
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OR 
 
QUESTION 6: 
 
Write a detailed analysis of the following poem, paying careful attention to its structure and 
various poetic devices. You may refer to aspects of the poet’s life and context, but only if these 
bear directly on your analysis of the poem itself. 
 
Hawk Roosting 
I sit in the top of the wood, my eyes closed. 
Inaction, no falsifying dream 
Between my hooked head and hooked feet: 
Or in sleep rehearse perfect kills and eat. 
 
The convenience of the high trees!    5 
The air's buoyancy and the sun's ray 
Are of advantage to me; 
And the earth's face upward for my inspection. 
 
My feet are locked upon the rough bark. 
It took the whole of Creation     10 
To produce my foot, my each feather: 
Now I hold Creation in my foot 
 
Or fly up, and revolve it all slowly – 
I kill where I please because it is all mine. 
There is no sophistry in my body:     15 
My manners are tearing off heads – 
 
The allotment of death. 
For the one path of my flight is direct 
Through the bones of the living. 
No arguments assert my right:     20 
 
The sun is behind me.  
Nothing has changed since I began. 
My eye has permitted no change. 
I am going to keep things like this. 
           (100) 
 
END OF PAPER 
